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Bruce whimpered, fists curled tightly around the bedsheets as his fingernails dug into the fabric. He hated this, 
he hated what Steve could do to him and how he wasn't allowed to make his own choices. If it didn't fit into 
Steve's picture of how the band and their image was represented, the bassist blew his top off. More often 
than not, the one who defied the unspoken rules was Bruce. And more often than not, he found himself face 


down on the mattress being fucked into oblivion as punishment. 


His muscles straining and his neck awkwardly twisted, his breaths came heavy and laboured. His long hair fell 
down like a veil, concealing his face and sticking to his wet full lips as he gasped. Still dressed in his chosen 
getup for the evening - a white printed tee along with black stockings and stay ups - his ass remained high in 
the air, on display in a most intimate manner. But there was nothing intimate about the act itself. It was rough 


and raw and painful. 


Behind the singer, the bassist was up on his knees, his dick already buried balls deep in that tight plush ass 


and the rasp of course denim revealed that the man was still fully dressed Each deep thrust felt like a 
burning stab, but Bruce craved it like he craved oxygen. It made his body tingle, surges of pleasure shooting 
down his spine and wracking his body. Eyes screwed shut, filling up with tears, he pushed back to meet the 


brutal pace. 


Callused fingertips moved over the younger man's hips, brushing his thighs and teasing the skin along his lower 
belly to raise goose pimples. Bruce knew he didn't deserve this manhandling but despite the bruises and bite 


marks and sore spots he'd be faced with in the morning, it was well worth it. 


It had started with Steve working himself up over Bruce's choice of clothing - or rather lack thereof - as he'd 
been dressed down for the event of hosting Headbangers Ball. Of course Steve had been concerned about the 
image of the band and he was seeing red, especially knowing Bruce swinged both ways. He'd be damned if 


anyone knew, and Bruce had known he was going to be paying for his defiance. 


So here he was, keening and moaning as the thick cock drove deeper into him. Feeling the foreboding beginnings 
of orgasm awaken deep in his groin. His own dick was leaking like a fountain, pre cum dripping from the head in 
a slow, steady stream. Shuddering and shaking, the climax churning within his balls, he whined in protest as a 
hand clamped down at the base of his cock. Effectively shutting off the release, the smaller man felt his 
breath hitch as a painful pulse of blood throbbed through his groin 


The thrusts coming to a halt, an almost gentle hand swiped Bruce's hair from his sticky face and neck. It 
exposed the skin of his nape, and the singer knew what was coming. His unfocused eyes opening, he saw 
through a blurred vision how Steve bent down and then there were soft lips gliding against his sweat soaked 
skin. Sharp teeth nipped and played with the flesh, leaving crimson marks when Bruce purposely wriggled his 


ass. Steve's unprepared, choked groan was like music to his ears. 


Unsteady panting whispered past the singer's sensitive earlobe, his face flushing. And then the thrusting began 
again, slower and more languid strokes brushing past that glorious pleasure spot. Bruce's eyes rolled back into 

his head, his already tight balls burning with need as the firm ring of fingers kept their vicious grip on his dick. 
Preventing him from losing his mind. Preventing him from reaching his peek. He knew why, he knew it was part 


of the punishment, and despite how much he despised it, he craved it just the same. 


One particularly well aimed, violent shove raised a hoarse scream, the force of the noise rasping Bruce's 
throat. Better not be wrecked in the morning. But no words were spoken, they weren't necessary. As Steve 
kept his position, Bruce felt whisks of the long chestnut brown curls tickle his upper arms, and he felt the 


rough brush of course hair against his crack. Fuck, he needed to cum. 


One trembling hand left the sheets, reaching up to search for those long curly tresses. As soon as it found 
the head they were rooted to, he yanked at them, tugging Steve down into a ferocious kiss that wasn't really 
as much of a kiss as it was their tongues attempting to reach the other's mouth. The bassist's hand on his 
hardness finally released its vice, sliding up the pulsing, twitching shaft and giving the head a tight squeeze. 
Thumb brushing the sensitive skin beneath it and the smearing of the already leaked juices became too much 


for Bruce. 


With a silent scream, his tongue swallowed by another hungry mouth, his hips bucked as he unloaded himself. 
Ropes of sticky white raining over the mattress in a never ending stream, and somewhere throughout the 
haze of ecstacy, the singer recognized the warmth inside of being filled to the brink. Of being claimed by the 
warm wetness. As his knees gave out beneath the weight of two bodies, he sunk down onto his belly, feeling 
Steve's body heaving for breath on top of him. 


Not sure if he should expect being left alone, Bruce didn't speak. He just focused on the feeling of post 
orgasmic shocks going through his body, making his fingers twitch and his limbs tremble. Making his mind feel 
foggy and his insides tingle. He was surprised to find that instead of bolting for the door right off the back 
the older man rolled off of him and onto his side, one arm larking almost possessively around his waist for a 
brief moment. A soft kiss to his tear stained, sweaty cheek spoke of affection, another pressed to the corner 
of his lips of forgiveness. 


Taking a deep breath as the scents of musk, sex and Steve's strong cologne filled his lungs before the form 
next to him moved away and rolled off of the bed. Listening to the rustling of clothes and the sound of a 
zipper before footsteps descended towards the door, Bruce kept his eyes shut, silently treasuring the intimate 
touches he'd been rewarded with. His heart ached, and when he finally opened his eyes, he was alone with his 


guilt and his disappointment. Alone, feeling dirty. What would it take? 


